Put an expired check in his hand, and surely he'll buy for you a yellow mustard field like a square handkerchief, a dancing river.
He's quite dutiful, don't you believethat morning I see him with a cart full of fallen leaves going to the vegetable market.
Mixing the green of lettuce with the tomatoes' red, he'll put an easel of Quayyum into the housewife's hand, and you'll accept it, you'll definitely accept it. Searching through glasnost, he might bring you the natural society of man.
Give him a more elaborate marriage, make a few concessions; make a way for him towards beauty.
Note: Quayyum Chowdhury is a renowned painter of Bangladesh, known for his use of bright colors.
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